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Having no life, but in its whistle of woe,
I am the cowed crowd in the Berlin cafe,
I am the Italian sorrow on the olive tree.

The wind blows. This is my fable. I, the poet, mad

With my own misery, and man's, am sad

For all the world's daughters, the young with a star,

The old who had never yet got there,

And for allman, the mad, the wicked, the glad.

I am the man of Paris and Madrid,

The man with a cloud of disaster over my head,

And faster, in England here, it comes on me, the wind

That blows only this nightmare on mankind,

That shows the fascist strong, and the democrat blind.

Hitler is love's taunting fable, the earth gone wrong,
Life like an eagle to pin and cage his man,
But all his flights bring him no further, no
Reward outlasts his dream. His is success
That feeds itself on failure. This is man's.

I see from all my windy speech no heaven,
For I am a ghost of a shadow under a dream:
The skilful madman makes things seem what they

seem,

And all my words flutter out with the candle.
Light tonight is only the speaking wind.

The disasters are clear, from the wind in summer
That ruffles love's happy pair on the heathen hill,
From the look in the eyes that sees a fiend in the night,
The tears of good-bye, and the universal sorrow.
Bombs fall on the city and on cattle in the meadow*